The Dumpster of the Mind 


Combatting the Unwanted 


“T was walking down my old street for a visit and I passed by my 
old house...which is already demolished, by the way. But in 
there, it still stood however impaired. I saw a figure of a man 
seated facing the corner and I couldn't figure who it was. My 
uncle, or my godfather? 


Just to give you a brief background, that uncle is a child molester 
who is the biggest contributor of my trauma. 


Going back, I continued walking and peeked at the third house 
after ours, and I saw my godfather in there. So, I had confirmed 
that the man inside our house was entirely someone else. It gave 
me a shudder and I sensed a danger causing me to retreat and 
hasten my way out that street. Yet to my horror, my uncle passed 
by me. 


It appeared to me that he did not see me, or that he did pretend 
not seeing me. It could be either of the two. Anyway, I hid 
myself somewhere in the neighborhood as I have always done in 
the past——as I have always done in his presence. Hiding is my 
strongest weapon onto combatting him. But he has that sense of 
a predator, you know. The sense of a predator tracing the steps 
of his prey, it was remarkable regardless. He will always find his 
way to me. 


It was a fatal mistake to have stayed in the neighborhood 
instead of just mindlessly running away. For I wanted to listen to 
him, to hear what thoughts he had formulated upon the sight of 
me, his victim. All grown up, rendered free somewhere beyond 
his reach. 


By the way, there was a cemented ladder that helped my 
concealment but even that did not fail his animalistic 
recognition. 


He pulled my hair from above and raised me from the ground. I 
forced to provide myself something that could fight him face to 
face by gathering my thoughts. I then said to him, “You are not 
real! You are locked in a prison cell for eternity and you will 
never find your way back to our city——to me.’ 


‘I am real and I will get out of the prison, you will see.’ answered 
he. 


With ease, I replied. ‘No, you are not real, you are an illusory 
character and you are just inside my dream. I am dreaming right 
now, and you need to let go of me for you are nowhere but in my 
memory. Not in the physical world.’ 


Making him realize that he was just a product of my brain was a 
futile attempt in itself. As a last resort, I started calling my mom 
in hopes of making her wake me up. But even that, I knew, was 
ineffective. I was hyper aware that I was in the dreamland and 
any sound made inside dreams would not make its way to reality. 
I simply woke myself up.” 


“How did you wake yourself up?” 


“I just probably input a command on my body using my brain, 
my mind, whatsoever. I woke up calmed and composed.” 


“This experience... I conclude is not the usual dream where 
people who wake up from nightmares sweating, trembling, and 
fearful, right?” 


“Right.” 


“How did you feel about it? Were you an active participant in 
your dream or did you feel like you were just witnessing it all?” 


“You want to know what I honestly think about this in my 
waking hours? I feel like a spectator in my own dreams. I am 
simply my consciousness wandering in the realm of the 
unconscious mind where my trauma and unfortunate memories 
liie” 


“Wait a minute, I don’t understand.” 


“Oh.. Dreams happen in the unconscious mind when we’re 
asleep or so they say. But there are also people who say that it is 
the subconscious mind that create dreams. To put it simply, we 
have conscious, subconscious, and unconscious minds. The 
conscious mind is the one that we use when we’re wide awake or 
when we are aware of our surroundings. We're able to rationalize 
our thoughts in this state. The subconscious one is like the 
database where we bank our experiences, beliefs, skills, and the 
like. It’s like the autopilot mind that controls even our 
breathing. Well, for the unconscious mind, it is believed to be a 
storage of our unconscious desires, beliefs, feelings, the ones we 
might not be aware to be existing. Oh, yes, even the traumatic 
experiences we wish to forget will be stored in here, so it’s like 
the dumpster of the mind.” 


“Okay, do you suppose that your conscious mind wandered 
through the piles of your unwanted experiences and emotions?” 


“Yes. But since I believe myself aware inside this hallucination of 
mental images, I can properly excuse myself when it gets horrid. 
I used to get nightmares about the same incident being chased 
by my uncle, and I used to wake up gasping for air. Tonight's 
experience has been different. Maybe because of the recent 
changes in my perception. I have learned from various studies 
that we can heighten our consciousness using different methods 
and then we can apply this even to our sleep.” 


“How do you do that... I mean, how does one heighten his 
consciousness to the point he is able to wake his body up when 
he gets nightmares?” 


“Great question. By being aware that your mind is the most 
powerful weapon and that everything is possible within mind, 
you are able to control your entire body. You'll be surprised how 
many ‘miracles’ are being attributed to the mind. Time travel, 
anything, it is all possible through mind. You have the power to 
even shape your own reality to your liking. However——it is a 
topic of its own. Mind is a very complex thing for it is limitless. 
We are limitless beings. Even our scientists, neurologists, our 
great thinkers, ancient teachers, and philosophers, they all are 
baffled about the mind being apart from the brain. They all boil 
down to the wonders of the universe and if I discuss it now, I'll 
run this interview for the entire year. I might as well be the host 
of this program.” 


“Well, we very much appreciate you sharing your knowledge to 
us. Will you be down for another interview for let's say...another 
one of your dreams? It seems to us that the universe is 
communicating with you when you are asleep and you are a 
medium to enlighten those who surround you.” 


“Most certainly, sir. Thank you for having me tonight.” 


